PERSIAN   MEDICAL   MISSIONS

over their irreparable loss. In due course of time,
crutches were provided, and the two men were en-
couraged to practise walking with their aid. A day
or two later I was standing at the door of the opera-
tion theatre, which opened into a corridor, with which
both the men's wards communicated. Suddenly the
doors of each ward opened simultaneously, and on
the threshold stood these two men, leaning on their
crutches, their faces a perfect picture as they beheld
each other. Remember that, in some curious man-
ner, neither had heard of the presence of the other in
the hospital, and both firmly believed that he was the
only Mohammedan that had ever submitted to the
indignity of losing a limb, and lo and behold, here
was a brother in affliction ! Crutches were hurled on
one side, and the two men, hopping across the cor-
ridor, excitement lending them the needed strength,
fell into each other's arms, rolling over and over on
the floor, weeping, condoling, exclaiming, while we
watched the scene, highly amused, but also feeling
inclined to weep in sympathy.

The Governor of Isphahan was H.R.H. Zil-es-
Sultan (Shadow of the King), elder brother of the
late Shah. In former years he had been much more
powerful, and practically ruled over Southern Persia,
but his enemies in Teheran roused the suspicions of
the Shah against him. He was summoned to the
capital, and there kept a prisoner in his house,
but ultimately allowed to return to Isphahan shorn
of his former powrer.

The Zil-es-Sultan had his own private physician,
but would often call in the English doctor either for
himself or his household; in this way I made his
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